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CLERMONT HERBERT; 
OR PRESENTIMENT. 


Continued. 


HituHerTo Clermont had felt only sunshine. The mo- 
ney he had borrowed from captain C., and what he occa- 
sionally received for posting books, and other writings, had 
more than supplied his every expense; but these resour- 
ces were both nearly exhausted, and the time expired in 
which he ought to have had answers from England. he 
fall vessels were all arrived; yet he received no letters— 
what was he to think? Anxiety began to prey on his mind, 
and to cloud his brow. He had now but ien doilars in the 
world; and these, he knew, wouid bareiy delray two weeks 
board. His landlady was poor, and loved money; how then 
could he expect credit from her? Mr. Fisher, it was true, 
continued to profess a friendship for him: but Clermont 
had seen enough of America to know, that friendship 
and money were two distinct things; not a captain C. had 
he seen, since he shook hands with his generous preserver. 
Thus depressed in mind, his body became equally enerva- 
ted. Hitherto, when in the deepest distress, he had a com. 
panion; but now he stood alone; not a being in the whole 
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city cared for him further than for their own interest. It 
was in this frame of mind that one afternoon he crossed to 
the Jersey shore, to contemplate the spot on which Hamil- 
ton fell. The autumn was nearly over. Already had the 
leaves, tinged with their sickly yellow, began to strew the 
paths; while the trees, disrobed of their foliage, exhibited a 
scene that seemed in unison with his feelings: And, while 
he contemplated the place where the ornament of New- 
York had fallen a victim to a mistaken sense of honor on 
one side and an inconsiderate fit.of passion on the other— 
Such is man! said he mentally: if he conforms to the cus- 
toms of the world, he offends his Creator; should he act up 
to the duties of his conscience, and deviate from the forms 
of society, he becomes either obnoxious, or ridiculous, 
to those among whom he must live. How then are we to 
act, to keep well with our fellow creatures, and secure our 
own respect, yet retain a hope of future happiness? Cruel, 
harsh, misjudging world! how tyrannical are thy customs, 
which stifle even the feelings of nature! Here, in compli- 
ance with them, fell the affectionate husband, the kind fa- 
ther, and the generous friend, in private life; while the pub- 
lic lost a firm patriot, and the world an honest man. And 
how must the soul of his opponent now be agonized! He 
insensibly wandered from the place, and before he knew 
where he was, found himself deep in the intricacies of the 
wood. Fatigued, he seated himself at the foot of a large 
chesnut tree, where, taking a volume of Volney’s Ruins 
from his pocket, he began to peruse it with that interest 
which this writer generally excites. But Clermont’s mind 
was not In unison with the subject; and the calmness of 
his retreat, aided by the hum of insects, the chirping of 
birds; and the distant lowe of cattle, lulling his cares to a 
temporary oblivion, he sunk intoa sound sieep; from which 
he did not awake till the next morning, when he found him- 
self drenched with a heavy shower of rain that had fallen 
during the night, and so stiff that he could scarcely walk; 
it was with the utmost exertions that he. reached a farm 
house, where he got his breakfast, and had his clothes dri- 
ed; though not all the eloquence of the good woman of the 
louse could induce him to take the dram of hot whiskey 
and pepper that she prepared for him, which, she assured 
hii, was a sartin and sure thing to keep a body from get- 








epeihs ies ee" re oF 


A 


ORIG cfm 














THE INTELLECTUAL REGALE. } 243 


ting that tarnation fever and agur; God help her poor man, 
he had not had it this fall yet, but he was busy looking (or 
it every day; and for her part she did not even inspect him 
to miss it—and then, what am I to do for these six poor 
little children! You must hope for the best, said he, as he 
put a dollar into her hand. She looked at him; then said 
she had no change; but if you will wait, I will send Sall 
here to the ferry, and get change; it is only a mile. No; 
he replied, he did not want any change. Not want change! 
why an’t thisa whole dollar? cried the astonished woman. 
Yes, said Clermont; but you are to keep it. Look there! 
exclaimed she; thiscomes of my giving them poor people 
leave to sleep in the hay-loft last night. Yes, mammy, cri- 
ed alittle ragged boy; and I gived them a whole big bowl- 
full of our sup-on and milk. Well, said she, God is all 
things; for here was the landlord here for rent, and because 
we were four dollars short, he refused to take what we had, 
and went off swearing if in two days we didn’t bring it he 
would find the way to get it; so here is one dollar, and 
please God, I will go to him tomorrow, when I go to mar- 
ket with the rest of the chickens. God biess you, sir, and 
keep the agur from you. Amen, said Clermont, as he leit 
the house, telling the woman he would come again and see 
her soon; and crossing the North River, he went directly 


home, 
(To be continued. ) 


——D-+ or 


BIOGRAPHY OF GENERAL JACKSON. 


Some notice of the life and character of Gencral Jackson 
will be desirable at this time to the readers of your co- 
jumns—The distinguished post he at present occupics, 
the honorable manner in which he has brought the Crock 
war to a termination, the unexampled enthusiasm wich 
he has instilled into his army 1 deience of the nation—aid 
the confidence which he has every where obtained, throughs 
this vast country, has excited much curiosity, ’on the part 
of the public, to become more intimately acquainted wiih 
him. The writer of the Crisis wiil gratity as far as ia his 
power, this anxiety for information concerning a man 
whose life will constitute, and has constituted already an 
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important epoch, in the history of our country. Gen. An- 
drew Jackson was, as Iam told, born in N, Carolina, where 
he received a liberal education, and at an early age com- 
menced the practice of the law. He was esteemed eminent 
in his profession—His speeches at the bar were always con- 
sidered nervous, and admired for the perspicuity of the 
style; he was pointed out to me in Knoxville as an elegant 
scholar. In early life he was poor, his industry soon made 
him rich; generous and brave in his disposition, he was es- 
teemed by all who knew him, and his influence soon be- 
came extensive; he was elected a member of the Tennes- 
see convention, and had a large share in the formation of 
the constitution of that state. On the admission of ‘Tennes- 
see into the union as a sister state, he was elected to the 
house of representatives, from which he was subsequently 
transferred by the Tennessee legislature to the senate of the 
U. States. This last station he occupied until he was ap- 
pointed a judge of the supreme court of law and equity of 
‘Tennessee, which last namedoflice he held for several years. 
On giving up this appointment, which he filled with honor 
to himself and advantage to his country, he turned his at- 
tention to the military art and soon rose to the rank of ma- 
jor general of militia—In the capacity of an officer at the 
head of an army, comment is unnecessary; he has appeared 
and yet appears covered with glory; the laurels with which 
he has decked his country’s standard will bloom for ages. 
lis person remains to be noticed. He is tall, thin, and spare, 
but muscular and hardy, with an eye quick, and penetrat- 
ing—-I have frequently seen general Jackson, and such was 
the impression his appearance made on my mind, that I 
have said to myself, he isa man of iron.—Adversity can 
make no impression on a bosom braced by such decision 
and firmness as is visible in his face and his manners— 
quite the contrary—It is true he sports not with the feel- 
lings of others, and no one is permitted to wound his with 
impunity; but then he is gay, communicative and liberal, 
and the more you get acquainted with him, the more you 
admire and indeed love him. To be a patriot, a soldier and 
a gentleman, is sufficient to secure the inviolable friend- 
ship of this highly distinguished citizen. 

‘To the poor he ts liberal, to the unfortunate charitable, 
to the humbiest private he is mild and tender, to the base 
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and disaffected to his country stern and unbending, and yet 
just. He is now about fifty-five, but he has a juveniliiy of 
appearance that would make him ten years younger. ‘The 
general is married, but has no children. If in the field and 
at the head of armies in battle, we admire the dauntless sol- 
dier; we love the man who at home, and in retirement, is 
hospitable and friendly, and in this particular the general 


is pre-eminently cunspicuous. Author of the Crisis. 
TRAITS OF CHARACTER. 
Continued. 


A FIGURE ina military dress now advanced. His form 
though sught was graceful, his features regular, his eyes 
and teeth remarkabiy good, and he would have been calied 
very handsome, but for an air of conceit and affectation, 
visible in all his looks and actions. I turned an inquiring 
glance on my companion. ‘ That is lieutenant R “ 





, 
said he, “* you see he can boast of some personal beauty, 
and this has rendered him so insufferably vain, that it is 
almost impossible to behold him patiently. If a lady looks 
at him through accident or curiosity, he immediately attri- 
butes it to admiration, and gives himself a thousand ridicu- 
lous airs. He prefers staying at home and waiting on the 
ladies, to marching against the enemy in their defence. A 
lady to whom he was introduced some time since at a ball, 
soon discovering his foible, amused herself by paying him 
a thousand extravagant compliments, all of which he took 
for gospel, not perceiving that he was rendering himself the 
laughing stock of the company. He was if possible more 
affected than ever; he has since toasted her name in all par- 
ties, and says she is the most sensible lady he ever convers- 
ed with; always winding up his eulogium by adding “ for 
do you know she declares I am the handsomest man she 
ever saw.”? But here comes lieutenant W , who is as 
complete a contrast to lieutenant R , as Miss B . 
is to Miss Maria D .’ I turned to look at the gentle- 














man my friend pointed out, and beheld the most periect 
model of manly beauty a poet or painter could image. 
Above the middle height, finely formed, his complexion 
brown, animated by the glow of health, and the blush of 
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modesty, for whenever he moved all eyes were fixed on 
him. His hair and eyes were biack; the brilhant fire of the 
luiter tempered by the most gentle sweetness. His mouth 
such as would have charmed a Lavater, and the whole of 
his countenance express. ng ingenuous modesty and noble 
frankicss ‘Lhe grace of his deportment and apparent uncon- 
SCIOUSII€SS O1 the notice he atzracted rendered him still more 
interesting. “ I see” said my. friend, ‘* you are of the gene- 
rai opluon, tor wherever he goes, the ladies can attend to 
nouaug but the handsome lieutenant, tor such is his ttle. 
His mind jis as charnung as his person; totally unconsci- 
ous of tie beauty he possesses, sensible, modest, and amia- 
ble, he is universally beioved.” R, 
(To be continued.) 


> + 


AN OCCURRENCE. 


Conciuded. 


By this time it was late in the evening, and as I intended 
Staring carly inthe morning for Philadelphia, I was about 
depar ang tor the Inn where I had left my horses; but as 
Friendly had expressed an intention of visiting the city, I 
could not do less than offer him a seat in my carriage. tHe 
accepted it; and in the morning, accompanied by his blush- 
ing bride, he a:tended me to town During our ride, he re- 
late d many curious circumstances, which had taken place 
at Bachelors’ Hall. His preserving the life of the lamb had 
caused considerable uneasiness, when it was discovered 
that it was a young ewe; the president with due solemnity 
had harangued upon the enormity of touching any thing 
female; and the council of penance decreed that he should 
stand wo hours in a drenching shower of rain to cleanse him 
from the foul poilution! This, said he, was the real cause 
of the severe cold I caught; and I bless Providence for it, 
as the means ot bringing me acquainted with my dear w ife! 

+ ‘Lo so foolish a height, continued he, was this doctrine 
car ied, that no iowi was permitted to be brought to table 
unwil it was determined not to be a hen! 

‘* Our president was, of course, the most strictly attached 
to the rules and regulations of our Hall—he could never 
hear to look upon females except those of the most debased 
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character, and from those he drew his conclusions—upon 
every occasion repeating the motto of the society, 


“ But for a woman, man had never fell,” 
Earth she has made a counterpart of heli! 


‘“‘ But while thus apparently fastidious, I am inclined to 
suppose many of our head men made use of themselves, 
what they insisted on belonged wholly to the female sex, i.e. 
hypocricy.—This opinion I formed upon the following 
grounds: — Bachelors’ Hall consists of but two’ rooms—one 
of them used as a bed-chamber and study, the other as a 
sitting room and kitchen—The night before last I awaken- 
ed, and missing the partner of my bed, the secretary of the 
society, and perceiving a light in the kitchen below, curi- 
osity prompted me to see what could be the occassion of it 
at that unusual hour.—I peeped througha crevice in the floor, 
and to my utter astonishment beheld the president and se- 
cretary of the society regaling on a chicken whilst a neigh- 
bouring farmer’s daughter was plucking the feathers from 
another (which from its appearance | knew to be a fen) to 
satisfy their ravenous appetite! Here was a discovery! ‘he 
heads of our institution, the framers of our code of laws, 


flying in the very face of them! It was enough for me! the 


next day I left the d/essed habitation to demand my wife 
(to whom I had been married but a few weeks) and ciaim 
the pardon of her father! This you know, I readily obtain- 
ed.—Volumes might be filled with the absurdities [ wit- 
nessed at Bachelors’ Hall. These at some future period I 
will inform you of, when if you see proper you may publish 
them.” TITUS VOLNEY. 


——=<@ «a -- 


PAT’S COURTSHIP. 


(Concluded. ) 


We tt, Mrs. editress, my courtship is now ended; for ! 
suppose you know that when folks gct married, they quit 
playing the fool. And faith so did Judy and I, for the ne- 
ver a word has she ever said against doing every thing | 
bid her, and a good wife she has been to me, as my luck 
will prove. For faith when we paid our passage and got a 
few things to make us comfortable on the voyage, all m) 
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guineas that ’squire Flanagan had given me were goué but 
three, and Judy had two hidin a patch of her under petticoat, 
which all together made five, when we landed here in sweet 
Phiiadelphia, But we were young, loved each other, and 
were weil used to work; so faith to it we went, with heart and 
good will. We got a neat litde room, and I soon learned 
to mix morter and carry the hod up a ladder for bricklay- 
ers. By this faith I got my good six dollars a week; and 
Judy with her wheei made that more; so that I soon found 
myself a thriving san, and made money fast. As soon as I 
had saved two hundred dollars, Judy took a house, and set 
up a huckster shop. From that we built a good brick 
house: and now, aithough I have a large family, thank 
God, all my children lived, and a plenty there is of them; 
yet I am now an independent man, and have settled some 
of them well in the world, and can do the same by the rest 
when they are fit. I made all my sons mechanics, except 
one, who took it into his head io be a lawyer. No, no, niy 
lad, says I, no rogues in my family; so Mr. 4 urphy, if 
you don’t chuse to follow your father’s example and be 
an honest hard working man, why do as he did, go carry 
the hod; for none of my honest earnings ever go to show 
you the way to the gallows. Besides, in Ireland it is only 
the youngest sons of great families, who have more pride 
than money, that are made lawyers of; so, you spalpeen 
you, don’t go ior to imitate your betters; for though I am 
rich, 1 am not come from any thing but a family who from 
the days of Adam cut turf in the bogs of Killarney. Well 
then, my would-be gentleman, who is but a tender chick- 
en, worked upon his mother till she coaxed me to let him 
larn the merchant’s trade, and a fine fellow he is. All my 
girls are good tidy housekeepers, who can ccok a meal for 
their husbands, make, wash and mend their shirts, waist- 
couts. or pantaloons, and play him a tune on the fortepiano; 
and sing him a good song if he wants one; take care of his 
family; and bring him healthy fat children; and give them 
good ‘wholesome milk in their infancy, and lessons of reli- 
rion in youth. For myself, 1 am no bawler for liberty and 
equality; Lam grateful to the country that has adopted me 
as her son, and love the land that gave me birth. And al- 
though I know how to make money, yet I don’t think I 
could either make or administer laws; so I vote for every 
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honest man that has more knowledge than myself; pay my 
taxes without murmuring; read your paper every saturday; 
go to church of a sunday, to return God thanks for the bles- 
sings he has bestowed on me; and am now patiently wait- 
ing for that call we all expect, to close our accounts and re- 
ceive our rewards—And till then, Madam, I will remain 


Your reader and friend, 
PATRICK MURPHY. 


P.S. I forgot to tell you, sure Judy never got a penny 
of her fortune; for the father died when he was too ouid to 
muke a will, and the sons took all. And sure the ould mare 
lived five years; so if my foster brother had not bought her 
there, I must have courted all that time—O long lille to 


him! P. M. 


a + a 


FRAGMENT. 


Bexo p that angel form and Hebe face whose air is dig- 
nified yet gentle. Her azure robe ficvats on the breeze 
in iuxuriant folds; while sweetness and intelligence beam 
from her soft blue eyes. On her left hand perches a dove; 
while in her right she extends the branchy olive. Hail, 
beauteous damsel! thy name is Peace. Cheerfulness, plenty, 
content and harmony are thy attendants. Mijlions greet 
thee with triumphant shouts of rapture. By all hearts, sexes 
and ages art thou welcomed. Behold! at thy return, com- 
merce unfurls her lightly flowing sails; and the busy mari- 
ner again in prospect beholds a return of that source of in- 
dustry of which plenty was the reward; and while the gen- 
tle gales swell the canvas, the song of yo heave ho resounds 
along the river’s banks, and the busy hum of men enlivens 
that scene which erst has seemed a dreary leafless forest. The 
late sounds of horror die away. No more shall the squeak- 
ing fife and rattling drum, the trumpets’ clangor or the bu- 
gles’ sound awake the sons of Columbia to practice the 
rudiments of the art of bloodshed. No longer shail the father 
of a family seek for fame in the biood of his enemies; nor the 
proud eagle flutter at the thundering cannons’ roar; | 

But the warblers of the grove, 

In its place, chaunt songs of love; 
While the nymph and cheer!ul swain 
In safety trip the verdant piain, 
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And the milkmaid’s morning song 
Greets them as thev rove along. 

The dread rifle is now laid aside, and the ploughshare is 
grasped by the nervous arm of iadustry to be restored to its 
piace; while his family of ruddy children are preparing their 
portion of provisions ere they repair to the village school; 
and their mother, no longer appalled by the dread of dan- 
ger, gazes on these dear objects of her aifection with delight 

sparkling in her eyes. The songs of cheerfulness resound 
through every grove. When such are the delights thou 
bringest, lovely maid! who actuated by proud ambition 
would drive thee hence, to introduce the demon of war? No! 
Let the spirit of Mars lead the sons of Europe to the 
tield of carnage; but, gentle Peace, ever bless this our wes- 
tern hemisphere with | thy propitious smiles. 


MENTORIA. 


TO THE EDITRESS. 
MADAM, 

My moments of sunshine during these unflattering days 
of winter, are but few. I must therefore be brief; but “ bre- 
ty’s the soul of wit;” and therefore, as well as from ne- 
cessity, 1 will be brief. 

If Mentor sheild be inclined to ask “ what is beauty” 
there would be no need of cavilling; if he can see, let him 
look on Rosa; if not, he is easily replied to by a quotation 
from an ancient philosopher—* It is a blind man’s ques- 
ton.’ 

If C. has not yet solved his own Enigmatical inquiry — 
* Where is happiness?” I] will answer it—* No where,” 
it least in this world.—Let him, however, continue in the 
oe after it; aidif he pursues the right path, he may 

eat our out-post, virtue, whence he may have a 
rlinpes of happiness, (whose throne is on another shore,) 
and thence—may he obiain his passport! GNOMON. 


January 24th, ‘{215. 


The manner of giving shows the characier of the giver 
more than the gift itseli—chere is a princely manner of 
iving, and a rovel manner of accepting. 
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LINES ADDRESSED TO GNOMON, 


On memory’s page, when oft I trace, 

Whence sprung my earliest thoughts of grace, 

Whose voice my youthful ear enchanted? 

W hat form, deiight and tear implanted? 

How oft I shrunk from Zanga’s rage; 

How wish’d Othello’s pangs t’ assuage; 

Wit Fennell’s name the idea ’s join’d, 

With Fennell’s voice the thought’s combin’d. 

All that of scenic power I know 

To Fennell’s magic art I owe. 

Those days, ales! long since have flown, 

How long—ah! can a lady own? 

Or can I view, without dismay, 

All that since then has mark’d my way? 

Joy, transport, love, pain, grief, distress, 

I almost might say happiness; 

W hat mortals good or evil call, 

I ’ve felt, I’ve known, I’ve suffer’d all. 

What then?—** hy, ’mid this varied lot 

I Fennell’s grace and power forgot; 

The breast where real passions glow 

Can spare no thought for fancicd wo— 

When, lo! a work late caught my eye, 

In form of an Apology— 

‘© What! Fennell, favourite of the muse, 

Has he done aught ne must excuse?” 

I seized the volume, read it «’er, 

Though prudence whisper’d«=read no more, 

For it the toilsome task suspended 

On which my daily bread depended, 

Nor mark’d, whilst still the pages turning, 

My last log on the hearth was burning; 

Nor mark’d what blasts the skies deform; 

My hut, which scarcely wards the storm, 

Still gave a shel.er from the wind, 

Whilst I to Fennell gave my mind; 

Stili view’d and wept the unequal strife, 

With each vicissitude of life; 

Now struggling in a foreign land, 

Now,builcing hopes on faithless sand; 

With fate, with storms, with men contending; 

What rage against one poor head blending! 
I'dry my tears, I stil! my heart, 

And play again the egoist’s part, 
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And ask, “ For grief why should I roam, 
When charity begins at home?” 

All vex’d with care, with grief imbued, 
And prison’d by the winter rude, 
A friend who saw my spirits fail, 
Sent me your. pleasing light Regale; 
When ’mid fine beaux and ladies bright, 
A stately “ Gnomon” strikes my sight. 
I know him by the rays that shed 
The light of genius round his head; 
I know him by those charming lines, 
Through playfulness, where talent shines; 
I know bim by that style so chaste, 
Where elegance combines with taste; 
But most that sweetness marks his truth, 
Which sportive joins the sports of youth, 
That thus can care’s stern brow unbend, 
And pleasure with instruction blend. 

Siorms howl and billows heave in vain, 
You still the “ Attic salt” retain; 
Though winds and waves and foes combined, 
They ’ve gain’d no empire o’er your mind. 


arr 


THE HARP. 
ADDRESSED TO ROSA. 


Harp of the west, thy slumbering wires 
To wake, the trembling muse aspires. 
Long on the willows* hast thou hung, 
Thy strings by minstrel yet unstrung; 
While willows weep their tearless wo, 
And bend their silent branches low! 
Harp of the west, for once regard 
Presumptuous wish of native baid;. 
One who, adventurous, would essay 
To breathe the soft poetic lay; 
While airy nymphs of wild romance, 
Shall to the sweeping music dance! 
Presumptuovs bard, thy wish forbear, 
Nor to the harp prefer thy prayer; 


* By Babel’s stream we sat and wept, 
While Zion we thought on; 
Amidst thereof we bung our harps 
The willow trees upon. Old Psalms. 





CLARA. 











THE INTELLECTUAL REGALE. 


List to that music! minstrel, such 
Requires a hand of softer touch; 
As when Apollo sweeps the strings, 
Or when divine Cecilia sings! 
Hark! how majestic, simple, clear, 
It breaks upon the ravish’d ear! 
Love smiles to hear the heavenly strain, 
And even grief forgets her pain! 
Now on the streamy air it floats, 
Like Philomel’s enchanting notes; 
While sylvan fawns, on moon-beams bright, 
Play wildly round, in pure delight! 
Now, now, in cadence soft, it flies, 
And in melodious distance dies. 

Harp of the west, what nymph requires 
Such magic strains to leave thy wires? 
Who breathes such music, so divine? 


*Tis Rosa, favourite of the nine! VALERIAN. 


—D_— 


THE SOLITAIRE. 


T'uE golden orb had sunk to rest, 
Night’s sable curtain closed the view, 

Soft shades obscured the glowing west, 
And nature’s bed was steep’d in dew. 


No sound was heard, save murmuring rills, 
And foliage rustling to the gale, 

The forest pines that deck the hills, 
And distant echo’s pensive tale. 


When Anna left her lowly cot, 
And to the old church bent her way, 
Where in that hallow’d sacred spot 
Her only earthly treasure lay. 


She sought the tomb where Henry slept; 
There prostrate on the sod reclined, 
She pour’d her prayer to God, and wept 

With spirit, fervent, and resign’d. 


Sunk in a blissful trance of wo, 
She heeded not the bittern’s cry; 
Her burning tears still wont to flow, 
Her breast still heaved the rising sigh. 


The spirit of her parted friend, 
She thus inyoked with pitying eye:— 
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“ Do thou. in mercy, dei:n to send 
A balm to her whose rising sigh 


« At eve in keen remembrance wakes 

To pleasures past, with thee enjoy’d; 
Thy image oft my slumbers breaks, 

And whispers, peace with thee ’s destroy’d. 


“On! then in mercy intercede! 
D» thou the throne of grace implore 
For me, a“ bruised and broken reed,” 
W hose morn of life so soon is o’er. 


“ May Heaven forgive my deep despair, 
And teach me resignation’s power; 
et me his ev’ry mandate bear, 
And silent wait the closing hour 


“ When he in pity calls me hence, 
Tochaunt his praise, and dwell with thee; 
Oh! may he soon transport me thence, 
And set my struggling spirit free.” 


She rose, and turn’d with hurried pace, 
To reach her lowly moss-roof’d cot; 
Where still she waits. imploring grace 
To bear her sad and sorrowing lot. EDITHA. 


DEAR MADAM, 


The following trifles are all I have to offer at present. My muse has 
been sulky of late, and refuses to assist me in climbing the Parnassian 
rrount. The Acrostic farticularly you will oblige me by inserting in 
the Tea Tray. Yours, &c. ROSA. 


ACROSTIC. 


S ex her to all beholders love impart, 

U rbane her manners, excellent her heart. 

S oftness with majesty adorn her mind, 

A ccomplishments with solid virtues join’d. 

N o one beholds her but must be her friend, 

B eloved by all, she never can offend. 

L ife’s fading joys a thought sive never gave, 

Aiming at “ brighter worlds beyond the grave.” 

I n viriuous acts her youth she did engage, 

R eligion’s light i!lumes her happy age. ROSA. 
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MADAM, 
May an admirer of the Tea Tray inquire why the en- 
chanting songstress Rosa has been so long silent? Why 
“‘ does the harp of Rosa slumber?” ‘The elegant effusions of 
Montford, the glowing strains of Apollo, and many other 
pieces of sterling merit, adorn the pages of the Regale, but 
the Queen of the Bower, the lovely Hose, is wanting to 
complete the garland. In the names of all the admirers of 
poetry, I entreat her to touch her harp again, for 


Never did a sweeter song, 
teal the breezy lyre along. HENRIETTA. 


—— > a 


Say not you know another entirely, till you have divided 
an inheritance with him. 


———. +o 


MARRIAGE, 


On Thursday the 16th ult. by the Rev. Dr. Birch, Mr. Alatthias Keen 
to Miss Harriet Goucher, both of this city. 


DEATHS. 

In this city, on the 23d ultimo, Mrs. Sarah Heydel, aged 71.—Same 
day, davon Levy, esq. aged 73.—On the 22d ultimo, Col. Francis John- 
ston, aged 66.—On 24th, Mr. Moses Vathans, aged 66. 

In New Britain township, Bucks county, on the 9th ultimo, John Hol- 
diman, in the 78th year of his age. He was a preacher in the Mennonist 
society for about thirty-eight years. : 

At New-York, on the 19th uit. Mr. Alexander Forbes, printer, afna- 


tive of Scotland, one of the oldest printers in America. 
F. 


i 


COMMUNICATION. 

“ Lord Byron (says the London Moining Chronicle, of December 28) 
sets off on Saturday morning for Durham, to lead to the Hymeneal 
altar, the accomplished and beautifui' Miss Milbanke. His lordship in- 
tends to pass the honey-moon at Seulum house.” 

Now that his lordship has “ taken to himself a wife,” we fervently 
hope that the dark clouds of infidelity may be dispelled which have ho- 
yered around him since the death of tlic lady to whom he was formerly 
ardently attached. May we not hope to lave stories less darkly coloured 
than the Corsair,” and less marked with venom than the “ Scotch Re- 
viewers?” Dd. 
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COMMUNICATION. 

It is with the liveliest emotions of pleasure we learn that the mana- 
gers of the Theatre intend giving a benefit to our old favorite Fennell— 
And we are well convinced that those who have heretofore witnessed, 
with delight, (he exertion of his powers in the mid-day of life, will not 
fail to review, with pleasure, the beams of his setting sun—They may 
not observe the blaze which before delighted them; but will they not 
behold the whole horizon tinctured with his departing rays? 

Enfeebled by care and sickness, and worn down in the service of the 
public, can it be for a moment supposed that, inclining to them for 
support and solace, he will trust to a “ broken reed”—Forbid it, ye 
powers that watch over genius—lIt cannot be! Philadelphians cannot be 
censured with ingratitude. The managers of the Theatre have set a no- 
ble example of benevolence, which we hope no one will hesitate a mo- 
ment to follow. J. 





TO CORRESPONDENTS. 

Ir EH. bas not penetration sufficient to trace the elegant pen of our ad- 
mired Rosa in © Traits of Character,” let him now peruse them with 
attention, and learn that Rosa’s talents are not confined to mere poeti- 
cal effusion; as her judgment equals her fancy, and her taste excels 


both. But she is very lazy. 
If the writer of a piece wishes to have a reason for a change of sig- 


nature, it shall be given by application at this office. 
a> Subscribers are respectfully informed that the 4th payment of 
25 cents is due this day. 


ADVERTISEMENTS. 


A middle aged woman of respectable character, wishes a situation as 
housekeeper: a line left with Mrs. Carr will be immediately attended 
to. A Mantua Maker, a Milliner, and a Child’s Maid, also want 


places, 
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The Inretereruat Reeare, or Lavizs’ Tea Tray, is published every Saturday, 
by Mrs. Carr, No. 98 Race-street. Each number will contain sixteen octavo pages, 
every six months forming a handsome volume of four hundred and sixteen pages. 
Price three dollars a year, collected monthly in the city. Subscribers not re- 
siddine ia the city. to pay one dollar in advance, and the other two at the close of 
‘he first six months. Subscribers’ names will be published at the end of the first 


voiuroe. 





DENNIS HEARTT, PRINTER. 








